CHAPTER VII
CARLOTTA waited until it was quite obvious that
Johnson was on his way up to the Manoir and well
out of hearing before she laid her hand once more
on her companion's arm.
"Mr. Granet," she confided, "I was frightened
before I came. I am more frightened than ever now.
What is the mystery up at the Manoir? What are
the police doing there and why did the doctor re-
fuse to sign the certificate?"
"My dear young lady/3 Granet assured her, "I
cannot tell you. It really isn't any business of ours,
is it?"
"I think that it is our business," Carlotta per-
sisted, "You are such a clever man! You could find
out, if you wished. She was such a dear old lady and
there is something so mysterious about it all."
"You flatter me," he smiled. "I think that the
doctor who refused to sign the certificate was a
little meticulous. His refusal was probably because
he could not nominate the actual cause of death.
I suppose I was one of the first to see her afterwards.
To me she seemed quite peaceful and as though she
had passed away without any struggle at all. There
was probably some cardiac trouble that no one,
not even herself, knew of/'
Carlotta sighed, and her large, appealing eyes